H, mo, Jim's worrying didn't
trouble me especially, I'd let
hivh worry, and then I'd cliesr

Bim up. “Buppose butter had gome

T never gaw o Barder working o
theg my Jim. He and Ned Blake
Bought twn of the best farms in town
before\ther were 25 and started out to
ses which could pay off the mortgags
Srst. But somehow or other, as the
years rolied on Ned kept $160 or so
sbend with his paymenta, It was sert
of exusperating, for Jim always bhad ki

Ned's great rollicking Isugh you'd
think ke never had a care in the world.
I suid Jimr was the hardent workiog
mian I kusw. I supposy DMed really
worked zs hard, though e .never made
s0 many motions dolng it

Living with a worrying man grew to
be as exciiing a8 & ganfk I found so
many little ways of helping Jim. When
s smail bill came in that he couldn't
pay just then I learned to lay it salde
unéll T'd sold my eggs. Then, with his
Bl in ons hand and my check in the
other, he couldm't find much {o say.
But thers were times when Jim got
shead of me., He saw the mail first the
dny he recsived the highest tax bill
we ever had, That evening you'd bave
thought he was reading the obltuaries
of all his relatives instead of the dally,
“Jim,” says I, looking up from the lit-
the coal I was mending, “why don’t you
go to bed?™ "I caw’t go to sleep if T
do,”" groaned Jim. “We never eat pay

those taxes without horrowing money.”
“Well,” says I, "go to bed and per-
baps you will dream of a good place
to borrow some" Pretty soon Jim
threw down the paper for me to plek
up and started off. Five minutes later
1 tip-toed into the bedrpom and there
he was sleeping lke a child. I sup-
poae ‘twasn’t much fun worrying with
no one looking on.

T'd never seen Jim so light-hearted
as he was the year we had the banmer
apple crop. Next to Johnnie and me,
Jim loved his orchard, and the pride
of hiz heart that year was the big
Mackintosh red that stood by the road-
side. 1 tried to make Jim plek off
some of thd apples, but he =ald we
needed all the money we could get and
propped up the branches until the tree
looked i{ke a centipede,

Try as I would I couldn't get that
tres off my mind one day when Jim
wen* to town for grain. Half a2 dozen

times during the forenoon I looked out
to see if it was standing in the same
place. For the sixth time T was tell-
ing myself how foolish 1 was acting
when I heard a noise at the barn.
*“Whoa, Prancer, whoa!” Johnnie was
calling excitedly, and then I knew that
he had forgotten again to shut the gate
and was in for 2 good chase after his
colt. Johnnile gave a wild halloo and
stirted in pursuit. Prancer snatched
off an apple and whirled around,

kicked up his heels and made for the

farther side of the field. Two of the
props under the largest branch fell
with a thud; there was a creak and a
groan and the branch lay upon the
ground, the apples scattering far and
wide. And in less than an hour Jim
woiuild be driving within a rod of that
trea!

The worst moment I ever apent was
when I saw Jim drive over the hill. Y
felt as if I wanted to put my arms

around him and comfort him as I
used to my little boy when he was hurt.
When Jim saw what had happened he
just leaned forward, staring his eyes
out. Where Johnnis was I didn't
know mor wished to know. I couldn't
stand it another minute and ran back
to the kitchen to put the dinner on the
table. Sooner than I expected Jim
drove Into the barn, and the next thing
1 knew he was hurrying up the back
walk, I wes so nervous by that time
1 had to run into the sitting room to
colleet myself.

Before 1'd fairly closed the door I
heard Jim's volce. “Well, Martha, had
quits an accident, didn't she®™

1 sanlk {nto & chalr and breathed hard
for a minute. Jim spoke so cheerful I
was sure he'd lost his reason. “Mar-
tha, Martha!" he called again, “How'd
it happen?”

1 found Jim at the tabls, dishing out

& big helping of squash, and I told

. him.

“Well, it's too bad,” says Jim, with-
out a quiver, “spoils the looks of the
tree—Kkilled {t, mebbe—but there’s
more coming on. Bay, Meartha, Nod
pald off the last cent of hls mortgage
today, and he looks sick.”

“Sick!" was all I could say in & kind
of whisper, but Jim didn't know
whether I'd answered or not.

“Ned drove home right ahead of me,”
he went on, “and I noticed he didn't act
natural—never furned ‘round to taik
and joke, as usual, ad I thought may-
be ha was sick. When I couldn't stand
it no longer I hollered and asked him
what the matter was. Then he turned
quick snough and talked right out.”

*‘Tim, this ia the most miserable day
I'va spent since I bought my farm.
says he. T told you down (o the
store that I'd paid off the mortgage.
and I have. Jim, I've been the hap-
plest man alive making & payment ey-
ery year, keeping up the interest and
supporting my family on what was
left. It was just llke & game and I'm
plumb lost without {t. Of courss, I can
spend more than I can make on farm
machinery, but that ain't like & mort-
sage o keep you hustling and happy.'

Then Ned clicked up his borses and
never whistied once going up the long
hilL"” =

Jim took the last hot biscuit ant
passed the plate to me. T filled it and
set It back on the table, but 1 coulda"
breaths 8 word. «

Then Jim locked into my eyes and
sort of smiled. *“Tell you what Mar-
tha” be says. "We've only $150 left
on our mortgage and wa're not go ter-
ribly old. Guess you'd better not wor-
Ty any more about that Macintosh red.
Didn't happen to make apple dAump-
lings for dessert, did you?™

—+
Behind All Avound,

Exasperated Passspger (after long
delay at wayside station)—Why dont
you keep better time on this wretched
Ine?

Irlsh .Guard (confidentially)—Well,
now, then, ma‘um, I'll explain it all to
ye. The train before is behind, and
his train was behind before besides.

_q .
Uncomfortably Warm.,

“Tt is sald that paper can be maed
effectively in keeping a person warm ™

“That's true. 1 remember a thirty-
day note of mine once kept me in
sweat for a month"™

mind om the morigage, and (o Bear
C. FLEMING & CO. have cut
J the prices again.”
®  what! Again?™ Jack Belew
femped outl of his chalr and took =n
angry turn through the office. “They
must be mad!"

“i's the new manager; he's trying
a new stunl.”

"Dare fool that's what he is. Why,
Joe, they'll bankrupt us if this Keeps
9. We can't sell at such prices.”

“"Guesy that's what he's after—to
tave one competitor less,” grunted
Joseph Gray gloomily.

“Call Mlss Small. I'm going to writs
themn another lstter. This thing has
got to stop. Why, man alive, they'll
ruin thelr own business, too. Oh, Miss
Small: Fleming & Co,, oity. Gentle-
men—Referring to your recent reduc-
tion in the prices of Japaness Hlles
snd Holland tulips, we wizh to say that
you ara deliberataly ruining the entire
bulb trade. There Is absolutely no
profit left if we are to compete with
mich price-cutting. Your new man-

sger may bo an energetic, live wire
man, but he has no bralns when it
comass to the bulb businsas, sfe.

Threa days later Joe camn in. “Hear
from Fleming & Co? I can't land ap
order at our prices—avery florist is or-
dering from Fleming & Co.” He sank
dejectedly into a chair,

Jack's face looked like 4 thunder-
cloud. "Yes, I got an answer today.
They wish to inform me that their new
manager (s contemplating another
cut.”

“I'd like to wring his necl," was all
Joa commented.

“That’s nothing to what T'd do to
him. Look hers,” pointing to a trade
journal, “here it says Pleming & Co.»
new manager {s off for a yacation at
the new Hot Springs Hotel and we—
walching our business go to smash.”

“Jack!"™ Joe's voice foretold an In-
spiration, “yon've got to o to that
Hot Springs hotel and ecrape an ac-
quaintance with that fellow and talk
to him. Now listen. We'va finished

- L

trying to bulldoze him; we've got to
use other tactics, First of all, apolo-
gize for your letters. Have a heart-
to-heart talk with him, persuade him,
gee? You slmply got to, Jack; it's our
only cbance; &nd for heavens sake gel
another facs! Nobody will speak to
you if you look that sour.”

Jack went very reluctantly, Joe in
the city waited for reports, at first,
very patlently, and then, aa only ple-
fure postcards came with “"having
fine time, best wishes, Jack,” he began
to fidgel.

After two weeks of such corrsspon-
dence Jos was sa mad as a hornet. He
had not sent his partner down to Hot
Springs for his health, and he waa go-
ing after him and bring him back.

Jack, beaming, was at the station to
meet him,

“Joe, old chap,” he sald, and wrung
his hand as though he had not seen
himd io & year or more. “I'm bursting
with news. I know I onl!y wrote post-
als, but you'll forgive ma when you
hear all about {t" Joe pricked up his
sars.

"Joe," his volce quivered, “I've met
the most wonderful girl. Listen I fall
in love the first day I came here. Jos,
I did not know such a girl existed, the
most wonderful—"

“By golly, my patience is at an end!
What about our business—what did
you comse down here for, anyway—to
fall in love?" Joe sctually roared,

0, stop yelling, I didn't have time

to find that manager, but see here,
Joe, a fellow only falls in Jove once in
a lfetims, and Dalsy Ryers is the
sweetest girl O, well, if you won't
listen, all right, then. Now that you're
here you can look after thai manager
yourself. So long, see you at dinner.”

When Jos cooled off he determined
to find this Miss Byers and explain
things.

“Jack has confided in me” bagan
Joe, after a bit.

“Yes,” interrupted Dalsy
“we're engaged.”

Joe was a little taken aback.

“I must congratulate him,” he mur-
mured,

“You sesa,” bungled Jos, very mnch
embarrassed, and really not knowing

sweetly,

how to tell her, “You see, Miss Ryors,
I sent him down here to ind Fleming
& Co.s manager and—"

“0," imterrupted Dalsy joyously,
“here comes Jack!™ and ran & few
stepn o meet him. “I've been talking
to your chum, Mr. Gray, Jack, and
he's just telling me that you came
down bhere to find Fleming & Co's
manager, and fsn" 1t pice he found the
manager, Mr, Gray ™

“But he didn't," sald Jos quickly.

"0, yes he did,” contradicted pretty
Daisy, smiling. “Only Jack doesn't
know it, eithar, I'm the manager of
Fleming & Co.”

Jack simply stared, dumfounded.
But Joe burst out:

“What? you a girl By golly, wa

never thought of that!”

we might marge the two companies
What do you think, Jack? ssked Daisy
softly.

“We never thought of that either”
mumbled Joe to himself as be disgreet-
Iy left umn_uluu.

&
He Was Pushed to Tt

On January 3, 5, 6, 1820, I gawm B~
tice to the public that I, Fred Traut,
would not be responsible for any debts
contractad by my wife, Julis Trsut,
which was a mistake, as T was pushed
to dolng same. I am glad o say we
are together again.—Fred Traut

That Strange

Anifmal

OWN the country road, as fast
D aa thoe liftle fat lege could
carry him, the yellow curls
blowing in the Winter breeze, the blue’
myes  saucer-size with mysterious
unowledge, bounded little Tony. Whan
hie was within 2 few yards of a preity
whita cottage, a tall, blus-gowned wo-
man appeared ot the door.

“Why are you running this cold
day? dhe asked.

Tony stopped, panting for breath,
"Er—where's Dick™ he asked at last
Tick was hia little chum next door,

*1 should think you ought to know,”
snswersd the woman. "I am golng to
Bave company this afternoon, and [
domt want you two to got into mis-

chief,” she added; as she disappeared
within,

Just then an overalled boy came
around the corner. Tony rushed to
him, his forefinger on his lips. Then
the two youngsters walked down the
road together talking in low tones.

“T tell you what,” whispered Tony.
“f you could only get thet tall hat
everything’d be great"”

“But it might get hurt,"”
Dick.

“Pooh!" was Tony's scornful reply.
*"You can put It right back after—"

“Oh, all right" agread Lick, after
some more urging. “But I don’t want
to lose my supper tonight. T saw Su-

ventured

tle making raspberty tarts this morn-
ing."

“Humph." grunted Tony, contemptu-
ously. “You're meant for a girl, I
guess. We won't lose our supper if
we're careful—anyhow, we can eat
more breakfast in the moming—"

“Well, I'll get the hat,” interrupted
Dick, as he turned in at the gate.

An hour later & tall, blue-gowned
woman was serving lemonade to the
members of the Ladies’ Ald.

“It was the strangest creature,” the
demure lady was saying.

“Oh, tell us about it smiled the
fat lady .with the pompadour,

“Well,"” continued the first speaker,
“Hope read it in her new book. You

see, she's been interested in some new
‘ology’ and she's been reading all
about {t. This was & new animal just
discovered in India. It was very In-
teresting, with a high, flat back,’a very
tiny tall, end almost no perceptible
head. It—"

“Mercy!™ eried the pontmnter'; 1it-
tla wife in the bombaszine dresa, look-
ing out the window, *“What's that in
tha road?™

All eyes turned towards the road,
and the sirange animal was forgotien.

“Why, Mrs, Dolan!” exclaimed the
hostess, “It looks llke a bundle some-
one has dropped. And did that animal
really have no head?” she asked, turn-
ing to the demure lady,

“Hopa read three or four pages be-
fore she found that the hesd was con-
cealed under a—"

“Heavens!” shrisked Mrs, Dolan.
“That thing just jumped!”

The demure lndy was vexed at the
recond interruption. Everyons looked
toward the road; there was surely a
small, dark object in the middle of the
road, but was too far away to be seen
distinctly,. In a moment it gave &
slight jump.

“What did I tell you?' gasped Mrsa.
Dolan.

A few more gasps came from the
group. The hosteas rose and said she
would {nvestigate. Sevsral started to
join her, but being more timid than

brave, settled back in thelr chairs as
the tall, bine-gowned woman started
toward the road.

Mrs. Dolan still gazad at the road
Her eyes grew blg with wonder. “Do
you suppose—it had s high fiat back
and no perceptible—"

Once again the demure lady was the
centar of attsmtion

“Why, perhaps—" began one shrill
volce

“It has a high,
tured anolher,

By this tims the ladles ware so ex-
cited they ross as one person to go
down toward the road. Thelr hostess
had almost reached the jumping ob-
ject. She bhad reached It! It jerked
sideways—Mm. Dolan caught her
breath! Now the tall lady stooped and
reached out her hand.

“How does she dare to touch it
whispered ons of the group.

Then the tall lady grasped the ob-
ject, pleked It up and held It aloft

Mra. Dolan sank to the ground: the
rest of the group hurried to the road.

fiat back—" ven-

There they saw the tall lady with a
knowing look on her face holding a
tall silk hat in har hand and lookiog
down at a buge toad
"Well, of all—" squealed a mamber
of the Laldies' Ald,
Behind the fencs in the next ymrd
crouched Tony and Dick.
“And thoss raspberry tarts will be
all gone by tomorrow,” sighed Dick
“You were meant for a girl” sald
Touy in & voice of contampt.
The Penalty,
"How sbont that telephons givl whe
marrisd for lover™
“The lne's still buxy.”
“What do you meanT"
“She's doing the family washing”
—

On Trial
“The officer says you ussd bed lam-
guage.”
“When he =topped me I was In &
tantrum.*

“Never mind the make of the cse™

ductor, and Harvey Wilsom,

immersed in a mcraing paper
editorisl, had barsly time tn make a
frantic gesture at the autocrat of the
trolley car, to snatch up his bundle of
lsundry from the seat beside him, and
10 make n hasty exit, thus avolding be-
ing carried by his cormer. On Lincoln
street was Hop Smg': lsundry, and
Hop 8mg was the best and cheap-
est laundryman Harvey knew. B8tep-
ping !nto the laundry, he de-
{ivered the bundle to the bland Hop
Bing, received his half of the ticket,
siid hurried by n short cut to the main
strast where his office was situated.
The girls in the office were vastly
mterested In Harvey, but he did not
return the compliment. Bomeway he
didn"t seem to care for girls, A pity,
mnce hiz incomes was ss attractive as
his looks, which is asying & good deal.

LINCOLN street!” called the con-

A few days later, ha agalll bsnt his
steps In the direction of Hop Sing's
establishment, this time homeward
bound after the day's work, to get the
clean shirts and collars which should
now be ready for him.

The clerk smlled as he produced
Harvey's bundie. The smile broadensd
as he untied the bundle and unrolled
to Harvey's astounded gaze, s black
“Dinah” rag doll, & “Kewple"” in a
most Insufficlent =ash, two teddy bears
in Indifferent repair, & traln of cars,
and & miscellaneous assortment of
what he would have termed “doil
dudnt”

“Why,” exploded Harvey. “I never
brought that junk here! Whaere'd I get
& bundle of rag dolls and teddy bears?
What've you done with my shirta and
collara?"

“That's your bundie™ returned the
clerk. “Look at the ticket"

Harvey looked. Apparently the facls
wers &5 stated. But where and how
bed he annexed that bundie? And
whers ware hiz shirts?

Harvey left the laundry in a state
of perspiration which seriously threat-
ened to add another collar to his Iaun-
dry.

Flainly, he must have exchanged his
laundry bundle with somebody on the
car, when he made his hasty exit. HHe
vaguely recalled a young women tak-
ing = seat next him, as the car filled,
and putting down & bundle between
them, He wished she had her old
bundie! Hop BSing wouldn't keep it,

and he meant to chuck it into the first
dump-barrel he passed!

In the trolley, homeward bound, ha
opened his paper, glanced over the ads,
to see how the one he had just inserted
for an office boy locked, and stumbled
upon this {tem, under “Information.”

“WILL THE GENTLEMAN who ac-
cidentally exchanged a bundle of lann-
dry, for & package of toys, last Tues-
day 8. m. on the 8:30 Forest avenue
car call at No. 17 Bronson street, city,
to make sxchange?

“B.J. SEWALL."

Would he? He guickly secured a
transfer which landed kim at the end

of Bronsom street and presemtly was
confronting the preftfest girl he had
ever soen, who had asoswered his ring
at No, 12.

“T called,” he began awkwardly
“about those rag dolls—"

“Oh, yes!™ cried the girl. *Come
right in. I know you'll be as glad to
get your laundry as my little nephews
and nieces will to get the toys thelr
cousina sent them, and which you now
have.”

Bhe was bringing out the other bun-
dle asshe spoké, and Harvey was not-
ing how womanly and sweet ahe was,

as well as pretty, and what a nice
hotey place No. 12 was,

“I—1 feel as If T owed them some-
thing for disappointing them s0,” he
sald, “Couldn't I bring them over
some—soms candy next GSunday, 1o
make up?™

“Oh, that would be lowely!™ cried
the girl. “They live at No. 44 Hope
strest—"

“Well—you ses—I—1 thought—I
might—bring it here—" he stam-
mered. “My nams is Harvey Wilson,
m'—.

“T've known you by sight for some
tipe, Mr. Wilson,” sald the Firl, “but

not your name. My cousin has fusl
gone Lo work in your office, I balleve
My name s Betty Sewall. The chil-
dren—sometimes visit here Sunday.”

“T'll bring the candy, then!™ vowsd
Harvey.

a- ;

The jury compossd sntirely of
en had been brought back into the
courtroom after 10 hours’ delibaration

“And does ths jury want instroe-
tion from ma? asked fhe Judge
solemnly.

“No, your honor. What we want is
a pack of cards sultable for u game
of bridge.” replied the forewomas,

The Quai'r.él

M, said Helen, a four months’
bride. “Evelyn's had another

reading a leiter. "Oh, Tom, dear, I'va
just had & latter from Jerry, and I'm
gring to write immediately back and
have that dear child make us a visit,"
But before Tom could ask who Jerry
was, his wife changed the subject o a
deliclous dish she had prepared for her
Tom's dinner, If Tom had any mis-
givings about Helen and Jerry, they
wore soon forgotten when he found a
wholesomse dinner on the table, with
tta mew linen and shining silver.
The thought of Jerry was dismissed
from Tom's mind until two weeks lat-

key, not getting any response from his
four short rings, and found on the ta-
ble & note! It read: “Have gonme 10
meet Jerry., Will be back in time for
tea. Dinner is on the table for you.
Helan.”

Beside the note was a letter, evl
dently forgotten by his wife. Would
Tom dare to read #t? Why not? Didn"
Helon lef him read all her letters? It
only dald that “Jerry was coming and
for Helen to be walting at the station.”
It was signed. “Your Dearest Jerry."
Tom's dinner ‘was forgotten. The

mind like a mountain, Who was Jerry?
Did Helen lovs him? Where would
they spend the afternoon? Tom had se-
cured & half holiday as a surprise for
Helen. No matter, he would take his
planned-for trip alone.

He left 2 note on the table for his
wife, took his line and hook and start-
ed for the wharf

Just before tea Helen arrived home
alone, as Jerry had besn invited out
for the evening would bs back
Ister. But it was for Tom to be
bome, Where was he? Helen found

er, when beo lot himself in by his latch small questions illumined befors his e note and hastily scanned its oom-

tents. “Will be back tomight. Have
taken Elsie and gone fishing,” it read.

"Blsie! Who was she! Why, how
could Tom do such s thing? Gone on
a fishing trip with & girl she had nev-
er heard of. Secandalous! What wonld
Jerry think? And only this afterncon
1 was telling how well wo get along.
Well, I only hope he gets homs before
Jerry." All this went through Helen's
mind 2s she sat out the long eveming
walting for Tom. .

Ten o'clock came and with it tears,
but no Tom. Half past ten, and then &
key was heard in the door. Tom found

Helen om the couch with swollen eyea

“Well, dear,” sald Tom, with a light
voice and g heary heart. “Where's Jor-
ry, or whatever hiz nama ia?

“Hia? Why, Tom, you know Jerry
Page. However did you misunderstand
Tike that?™

Then the light broke before Tom's
mind as Geraldine Peage's face stood
out among the rest of the class
that Helen and he were in. “Well,
dear, T certainly was foolad; T had for-
goten all sbout peor Jerry; but, then,
I might have Lknown that you—and,
Helen you've been crying.” s he no-
ticed her wet face for the first time

You sald s trr-i-p—Eisie,” burst out
Helen afresh.

"Wéll, dear, that's a case of forget-
fuloess on each mide,” sald Tom, as he
understood the siuation at once,
“Have you forgotten that Elsie (s the
nams of Phil's motor boat? Come now,

dry those tears befors Jerry comes, for
aho'll soon be hers, and she musin't
know,” after hearing about Helm's
falk with her coliege frisad.

“No," softly came from the woles
hidden in Tom's coat, “Jerry must nev-
er know.”

_-_n_-_____ -

All Over.

dearing & crash of glassware ons
morning, Mrs. Blank called to bher maid
in the adjoining room, “Norah, what on
earth are you doing?

“I'm doin’ nothin’, mum.,” replied
Norah; “it's done.”

.__.__a______,
Love Tokens,

*‘Say it with flowers.'"”

Well?™

“A pretly thought, is it not?™

“Vers. But after the honeymoen i
over the senelble young man will sey
it with groceries.”




